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you object, the poor landlady begins to cry, and tells
you she will accept whatever your lordship pleases, but
that she is almost ruined and bankrupt, etc., etc., etc.
This is a long stupid letter, but I will endeavor to send
a better from Paris. Ever your Grace's truly obliged,
walter scott.
The only letter which Scott addressed to Joanna Bail-
lie, while in Paris, goes over partly the same ground: I
transcribe the rest.
pabis, 6th September, 1815.
my dear friend, — I owe you a long letter, but my
late travels and the date of this epistle will be a tolerable
plea for your indulgence. The truth is, I became very
restless after the battle of Waterloo, and was only de-
tained by the necessity of attending a friend's marriage,
from setting off instantly for the Continent. At length,
however, I got away to Brussels, and was on the memo-
rable field of battle about five weeks after it had been
fought. ...
If our army had been all British, the day would have
been soon decided; but the Duke, or, as they call him
here, from his detestation of all manner of foppery, the
Beau, had not above 35,000 British. All this was to
be supplied by treble exertion on the part of our troops.
The Duke was everywhere during the battle; and it was
the mercy of Heaven that protected him, when all his
staff had been killed or wounded round him. I asked
him, among many other questions, if he had seen Buona-
parte; he said, "No; but at one time, from the repeated
shouts of Vive rJZmpereur, I thought he must be near."
This was when John de Costar placed him in the hollow
way. I think, so near as I can judge, there may at that
time have been a quarter of a mile between these two
great generals.
The fate of the Trench, after this day of decisive ap-
peal, has been severe enough. There were never people

